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Trujlilo I enquired the price of a sucking-pig for sale in
the market-square: it was is. 3d.

General Franco's administration behind the battle-lines
was an earnest of his success as a ruler in peace-time.
The organization of Nationalist Spain was a magnificent
piece of work. Citizens went about their business amidst
well-stocked shops. Taxis plied for hire. In the north
they played pelota. There were Sunday bull-fights in
many cities, and Immense reserves of everything: men,
food, faith. I began to realize then what lies I had been
reading In England; for the truth about the liberated
districts of Spain was not hard for a visitor to discover.

Travelling from San Sebastian to Salamanca, one could
not fail to note that living was easy, and the people happy.
It was Sunday when I arrived in Spain. From the Church
of the Good Shepherd in San Sebastian thousands were
emerging after the last Mass, and the streets and the cafes
were crowded. Burgos was packed with people: the
restaurants overflowing.

As far as the eye could reach, on the great plains that
stretch from there to Salamanca, and beyond, bumper
crops were being reaped by a sturdy, healthy, well-dressed
peasantry. (Although at work on this day of rest the
children's clothes were spotless, and the women's hair
beautifully combed.) Everywhere the corn lay spread for
threshing, and over It circled mules and oxen in im-
memorial fashion. The harvest was piling up in every
village. Only at Torquemada did the work appear
finished; there, along the graceful twisting bridge that
leads to the birthplace of the Grand Inquisitor, boys and
girls were strolling in their Sunday best. At Duemas,
near Valladolid, which had recently suffered from an air-
raid (it Is an open village, undefended), the Inhabitants
had cut a gigantic "Viva Franco!" on the hillside, to
defy the Republicans to do their worst.